Esther was very late. The clock in
the tower opposite had sputtered eleven
strokes in the frosty air, and still Esther
did oot come. Nor did Martin How-
ard, who hai promised to look in fora
smoke oo his way home. Itisone of my
priociples that relatives shoula never
stay in the same house. But Esther,
becoming more prospereus, was
moving into a more commodiovs flat,

Of course, Ilolmlhtluu been & high-
wayman; und, on the other hand—.

Hullo, Martin! Come in."

“I beg your pardoo,” said Martin,
balting in the doorway; “J thought . you
vwere alone.”

=All right,” I said, “I waa expectiog .

you. You know my sister. We were

just discussing the possibility”———
“George, don't” said Esther under her

and was spending the interregnuem of breath.

carpenters, whitewashers and paper
bangers with me. The clock had struck
the quarter past before I heard a cab
drive up to the door. In a minnte or
20 Esther’s step sounded on the s‘airg—
an agitated footstep, as ove who has
something to say in a hurry, and Esther

“The possibility,” 1 'continued, “of
sssault and battery and bighway rob
bery upon un unattended young woman
in Oxford Whll do. _you thil.k
nhnut m'

"TM"-nthoreuriom. said lnrhn. '

mitting down. *“Ouly thiseveniog I have

;~~ been—in »-sepee—proteclinga temaly in

mrmu;mx- I wnbcanfrpnted By & peobs -

1 should like your opi m oo
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it?7 Esther laid her sketchbook on the
g and threw off her cape.
#& man,” she said, and stood looking
at me.
“Come, it might have Leen worse,” 1
said: “It might have been a cow, or an

earthquake:” Esther nnohnud her.

hat and sat down,
“But ho—!pllowod mo." llp uid
impressively. - ¢ 3
“He didn't catch youf" I inqnind.
“Don’t be silly,” Esther replied. “I

tell you he followed me. “I'lipéver fhink -

of walking homeso late again—alone.”
“Why did you *onight?” I asked.

“Well, you know, Ihad to do those

sketches at the dress rehearsal, and I
couldn’t get away until 10:30. Then I
could only get a 'ous to Oxford Circus,
And thea I waited, anJd every 'bus was
crowded, and I feit horrid waiting thera.
8o [ determined to walk. And as soon
as I got out of the crowded part, I found was
there was & man following me.”

“Close™

“No, not very, but”—

“How did you koow? Did you look
around ™

“Of course I didn't. But a girl ean
tell when anyone is tollowing her.”

- “She can tell a policeman.” I suggest-
ed. Esther reflected a moment, us she
drew off her gloves.

{ “Yes, of courpe,” she said. “But the
por-n mtuﬂlythmgwlnm
you know. So there was nothing to teli
—mll;

“Then why disturb ymnll -hnut
him?"

“Oh, you can’t understand how a girl

feels,” said Esther, looking a. little
annoyed.

“But,” I eaid after a pause, “I
thought you came home io a cah.”

“From the Marble Arch,” said Esther.
“I eouldn’t endure it any longer. I
walked s fast #s | couid, and he walked
just as faet. When I walked slowly to
let him pass, he walked mlowly, too.
Twice I crossed to the other side of the
street. And —would you believe it?—
he crossed to.” Esther leaned forward
in her chair to note the effect. I sig-
niﬁedmonnhmt with my eyebrows
in the uvsual way.

“And,” she continued, “when [ was

pearly at the Marble Arch, I could feel

him coming up behind me—quite near.
1 simply hadto take a cab.” -

It was a close shave,” -1 said; "my
close shave: indeed.” : Bether Innh-d at
me rather-doubtfally. '

#But—da you thiek’ hambcb
anythiog?” ehe asked: ' © .- *az ]

‘“Well,™ L emnid, *I can bardly sey.

without knowin.'ﬂ hrion “ ﬂm.ﬂko lgul."’ -ﬁi m-. "'jult wrong
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Martin looked at Elthar 'ho turned
slightly in her- chais .with an obviously

assumed air of interest. I never
understand why Esther does not like

Martin, though I am w{,.m ahe

doesn’t.

“I spotted her hurrying along Oxfocd
street, just in front of me. She was a
hdy.nnd!eouldm-hom very tm:’

. ‘comfortable at beibg out so late alove.

Jt really dintressed e to see her edg
ing into the road to make way for polite

and inoffensive people. When she heard
reodplo of mén coming along singiug
she almost ras and thep stood still to
let them get in front of her. Now there
wus a problem for me.”

“I don't see that that there was any
problem at all,” said Esther, turning her
face s little more toward the fire away
from Martin. U

“Here was a girl said Martin, “who

was frightened though there was noth-
ing to be afraid of, so frightened that
she was ruoning backward and forward
acroes the road whenever she saw any”
one within thirty yards. Doubtless she
was a silly little gooee. But she was a
fellow creature. And as I was going in

the same direction it was my obvious

duty to assure her of safety. The prob-
lem was--how to assure her. I may
smoke mayn't I? Martin lit a cigar,
and continued: “My first idea was to
follon her until I saw her safely at
bhome. But then it struck me that
she wouldn't know @ was behind, and
#0 I would be doing her no good at all
and giviog myself a lot of trouble.”

“You might,” I suggested, “have
called s cab and offered to give her a
litt.” Martin shook his head.

“No,"said he, “that would pever do.
Do you think so, Misse Matthews?"

“| really don’t koow anything about
it,” said Esther.

“Well,” said Martin, “This was my
solution. *“J determined to adcress her
raay ectfully—tell her I had noticed her
embarassment—assure her | was 1e-
spectable—lived in a house and served
on juries and all that—and offer to
walk a Gozen yards behind her until
she reached her front door and then
leave her without speaking. What do
you think of that?”

“You didn’t do it?" [ said.

“No,” said Maitin. “Just as I had

¢ nearly overtaken her a lot of row'ly men

came along, and she jumped into a cab.
So [didn’t bother myself any further
: about it.” -

“What did she look like?” asked
Esther, with her hm still turned tow-
ard-the fre..
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an ordinary girl ~with one of those silly
capes that girls wear.”

“Anything like this?" | asked, pick-
ing up Esther's cape.

Martin looked at the cape—at Esther
whose face looked very red in the fire-
light—at the sketchbook on the table,
und then at Esther again.

“I will say goud night,” said Esther
rising.

“Oh, but"—— stammered Martin,
‘you are pot"—

“It was pice of you,” said Esther,
“you gave me & dreadful fright."

“Bui, my dear Miss Matthews, | was
only anxious to do you a service.”

“It is not. plessant,” ssid Esther, “to
be followed by a strange man.”

“But I'm oot a stranger,” said Martin,
“I have known you ever since you wore
—~L mean since you were quite young.”

“But I dido't knew it was you. How
could I? You should have come and
told we.” .

"Yorua.ld:dntkm it was you

“You ought to bhave known,” -ld
Esther. “And,” she coutinued, after
moment’s peuse, “if . you
it was very wrépg ol you to

rery wroog bt Jou

Esther gathered up her hat, cape’
ves and sketchbook, and lef the room.

ndllnhduunhoﬂ- .
“l-yoldmu he said, “yuu don't
-ﬂ: 'or a moment”

or with soda?” I inquired.
s

A SUMMER RESORT.
A deightfully cool and attractive
place these warm days is the handsome
store of Sutton & Hollawbush, 12th and
O street. A new addition is a large and
beautiful onyx soda fountain, one of the
finest in the state. This is presided
over by an expert fizss clerk. This sea-
son nut lce-cream and many new flavorg
in cream and fces are strong favorites
Mr. Sutton’s cream has a state reputa-
tion; he fills orders dally from many
outside points; and is making a special-
ty of this trade. The line of candy s
now larger and finer than ever. Confec-
tionery always fresh; many novelties.

The Fller will make better time by
several Hours to St. Louls, Cincinnstt],
Washington, New York and to all east-
“ ern points, than any other line out of
Lincoin. It is a screamer.
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